
Frankenstein
In this extract from Mary Shelley's classic of the gothic
horror genre, Frankenstein, the'monster' created by 'ii,ri,,,

Victor Frankenstein, describes how his feelings quickly change
frorn h3ppiness to despair as a result of the cruel treatment he receives from
those he has treated kindly. The extract highlights the need for human companionship and
acceptance, and how we sometimes fear those who are different. Read the extract and discuss
the questions that follow with your classrfiates. Then record your responses in the spaces

provided.

Fran kenstei n's monster

I generally rested during the day, and travelled only when I was secured by night
from the view of man. One morning, however, finding that my path lay through a
deep wood, I ventured to continue my iourney after the sun had risen; the day, which
was one of the first of;pring, cheered even me by the loveliness of its sunshine and

Jhslalminess.gfrhe air.lJeltemo:ionsof gentle*ness and nleasy[fu*rathad Lons

appeared dead, revive within
me. Half surprised by the novelty
of these sensations, I allowed
myself to be borne awayby rhem,
and, forgetting rny solitude and
deforml#r, dared to be happy.Soft
tears agaih bedewed my cheeks,
and I even raised rny humid eyes
with thankfulness rowards the
blessed sun which bestowed such
joy upon me.

I continued to wind among the
paths of the wood, unril I came ro
its bou ndary, which was skirted by
a deep and rapid river, into which
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many of the trees bent their branches, now budding with the fresh spring. Here I

paused, not exactly knowing what path to pursue, when I heard the sound of voices
that induced me to conceal myself under the shade of a rypress. I was scarcely hid,
when a young girl came running towards the spot where I was concealed, laughing, as
if she ran from some one in sport. She continued her course along the rcglpltous sides
of the river, when suddenly her footslipt, and she fell into the rafid st"am. I rushed
from my hiding place, and, with extreme labour from the force of the current, saved
her, and dragged her to.shore. She was senseless; and I endeavoured, by every means
in my power, to restore animation, when I was suddenly interrupted bythe approach
of a rustic, who was probably the person from whom she had playfully fled On seeing
me, he darted towards me, and tearing the girl from my arms, hastened towards the
deeper parts of the wood. I followed speedily, I hardly knew why; but when the man
saw me draw near, he aimed a gun, which he carried, at my body, and fired. I sank to
the ground, and my iniurer, with increased swiftness, escaped into the {n6d

This was then the reward of my benevolencel I had saved a human being from
destruction, and as a rFcorllpense I now writhed under the miserable pain of a wound
which shattered the flesh and bone. The feelings of kindness and gentleness which I
had entertained but a few moments before gave place to hellish rage and gnashing of
teeth. Inflamed by pain, I vowed eternal hatred and venge.ance to all mankind. But the
agony of my wound overcame mq my pulses paused, and I fainted.

Mary Shelley, Frankensteln
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